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PREFACE. 


| Tar noble family of the Cliffords of Chud- 
leigh, by the male line, is deſcended from Sir 
Lewis Clifford, the third ſon of Roger, Baron 
de Clifford, whoſe Grandfather was made a 
Peer by King Edward LI. in the year 1300. 
The family has been ſince honoured by the cre- 
ation of a ſecond Peerage in the perſon of Sir 
Thomas Clifford, the ninth in deſcent from Sir 
Lewis. Sir Thomas Clifford received this 
honour from King Charles II. under the ſtile 
and title of Lord Clifford, Baron of Chudleigh, 
by letters patent dated April 22, 1672. In 


November following he was made Lord High 
Treaſurer of England. This Nobleman's 
Grandfather Thomas Clifford, D. D. was the 
firſt of the family who fixed his reſidence at 
Ugbrooke, having inherited it in right of his 

mother, 
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mother, the daughter and heireſs of Sir Pierce 
Courtenay of Chudleigh, brother of Sir William 
Courtenay of Powderham. 

Ugbrooke, for local merit, ranks among the 
principal places in the county of Devon. The 
Father of the preſent Lord began and made great 
improvements, which he did not live to finiſh, 
but yet ſo far advanced, as to open a ſpacious 
field for the deſcriptive Muſe to ſport in. On 
that ground the Poem of Ugbrooke Park was 
written and publiſhed under his Lordſhip's 
patronage. 

The Poem opens with a converſation, which 


| occaſionally paſſed upon the ſubject between 


his Lordſhip and the Author. After a ſhort | 
outline given of the country round, and men- 
tion made of ſeveral chief ſeats in the county, 
as worthy of a Poet's notice, the Author enters 
more minutely upon the internal beauties of 
Ugbrooke itſelf, and expatiates upon the various 
objects, that riſe ſucceſſively in view, as he moves 

round 


=o 


— — 


round the Park. The circumſtance of a Daniſh 
camp within the fence, furniſhes him a fair op- 
portunity of introducing, by way of Epiſode, 

the ravages once made in this country by that 
barbarous people, and the overthrow they re- 
ceived from Alfred the Great. A comparative 
view of that inward ſatisfaction, which ſprings 
from the tranquil enjoyment of rural ſcenes, and 

a ſketch of ſome particular improvements made 

in the Park and Manſion, bring on the conclu- _ 
ſion of the Poem with a compliment to the dif- 
ferent branches of the Clifford family. : 
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UGBROOKE PARK. 


| Amwsr the charms Devonia's ſhore diſplays 
To tempt the Bard, and decorate his lays, 

Why filent fits the Mu/e, unſtrung her lyre, 

Her laurels wither'd, and extinct her fire? 

On Avon's bank ſhe once was taught to ſing, 
And as ſhe ſung, the vale was heard to ring, 
There at her eaſe ſhe tried the rural train, 

And drew the dancing ſhepherds to the plain. | 
Does verſe no more, does ſong no longer warm, 
Or have the ſylvan Graces ceaſed to charm ? 
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The hill, the lawn, the woodland, and the glade, 
The rock, and ſonoriferous caſcade 
Enchantingly invite. See mountains riſe 
Advancing with their woods to meet the ſkies. 
See winding vales in broken ſlopes deſcend, 
See, interſperſed with trees, the plains extend, 
And join the diſtant hills, Here hand in hand, 
Diffuſing gladneſs o'er a fertile land, 
Pomona ſmiles, with Ceres by her ſide, 
The ſwain's refreſhing ſolace, and his pride, 
Can ſcenes like theſe, ſo laviſhly diſplay'd, 
Be only meant for Contemplation's aid ? 
Theſe to the Muſe in vocal right belong ; 
The Muſe moſt triumphs in deſcriptive ſong. 
To theſe the royal Bard * his lays, 
And Sion's mount proclaim'd their Maker's praiſe. 
Th' attractive grove immortal Plato ſought ; 
There Ariftotle ranged his depth of thought. 
So in the ſhade beſide ſome murm'ring ſpring, 
Arms and the man young Maro learn'd to ſing ; 

Pluck'd 
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Pluck'd from each ſpray, from each inſpiring bough 
The ſacred wreath, ftill blooming on his brow. 


Shall Saltram'ss plains no ſprightly thought infuſe, 
Nor into ſong awake the ſlumb'ring Muſe ? 
Does Forteſcue's gay bill + no more invite, 
Tho' Grenwville's charms with Clintor's taſte unite ? 
Shall Eagcumbe's mount, t with matchleſs glories hung, 
Unnoticed ſtand, neglected and unſung ? 
Thy caſtle, Powderham,F no attention claim? 
Old Powderham's glory, and a Courtenay's name 
May to the verſe thus patroniſed impart 
A grace, a charm above the reach of art. 
Shall Haldon's monument, || that lifts its head 


In grateful mem'ry to the warlike dead, 


* Seat of Lord Borringdon. 
+ Caftle-Hill, the fear of Earl Forteſcue, plann'd by Lord 
Clinton. | 
1 Seat of Earl Mount Edgcumbe. 
& Seat of Lord Viſcount Courtenay. 


Erected by Sir Robert Palk, Bart. to the memory of his friend 
General Lawrence. | 
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O'er lands and ſeas its tow'ring height diſplay, 

Without the tribute of a ſingle lay? 

In charms unrivall'd ſhall bright Mamhead|| ſhine, 

And yet not challenge one poetic line ? 

Each ſmiling object gilds the cheerful ſcene, 

Seas, villas, recks, a lawns for ever green 
Voods nodding on the lofty mountain's brow, 


And Ia winding thro? the vale below. 


Shall Brizham's ſtrand * glow in th' hiſtoric page, 
And brighter Torr no poet's pen engage ? 
Tho” hallow'd mitres glitter there no more, 
The friendly Abbey + ſtill adorns the ſhore. 
There verdant meads, there hills and wood conſpire 
To charm the fight and fan the Muſe's fire. 8 
Wide: ſtretching rocks majeſtically bold 
Th' emboſom'd bay within the land infold. 


The ſ-at of the Earl of Lifburne. 
* The landing-place of King William. 
+ Tors-Abbey, the ſeat of George Cary, Eſq. 


'There 
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There Britain's fleets ſecure at anchor lie, 

Hear tempeſts howl, and all their rage defy. 
There meek Religion's ancient Temple roſe, 
How great, how fall'n, the mournful ruin ſhows. 
Of ſacrilege behold what heaps appear, 

Nor bluſh to drop the tributary tear. 
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Here ſtood the font; here on high columns raiſed 
The dome extended ; there the altar blazed. 
The ſhatter'd aiſles, with cluſt'ring ivy hung, 
The yawning arch, in rude confuſion flung, 
Sad-ſtriking remnants of a former age, 

To pity now might melt the ſpoiler's rage. 

Lo! ſunk to reſt the wearied Vot'ry ſleeps, 
While o'er his urn the gloomy cypreſs weeps. 
Here filent pauſe, here draw the penſive figh, 
Here muſing learn to live, here learn to die. 

In vain ſhall Lupton“ boaſt, in vain partake 
Of kindred ſcenes, which grace Geneva's lake, 
See rocks give way, with verdure clothe the ſteep, 


And ſhade with hanging wood the foaming deep ? 


* Seat of the Honourable Mr. Juſtice Buller. 
B 3 But 
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| | But why thus linger on the ſea-beat ſhore, 


And abſent ſcenes thro' diſtant views explore? 

Why ſearch around for charms, when here alone 

All charms in Ug6rooke are compriſed in one? 

Oft has the Muſe, my Lord, as here ſhe ſtray d.,. 
With partial eyes theſe charming ſcenes ſurvey'd. 

Oft has ſhe fondly wiſh'd theſe ſcenes to ſing, 

And in ſhort eſſays tried her tender wing. 


To wake her voice to harmony, each grace, 

| Each glowing feature of th* enchanting place 
WHY Perſuaſively unite. Collected here 

| | | | | As in a point all nature's charms appear. 

Hills ſtrive with woods, with water woods agree, 
Of Dewor'”s ſcenes the grand epitome. | 


Oft rambling in her dreams, for dreams by night 
Retrace the objects, that by day delight, 

She ſeem' d to climb the high hills length'ning way, 
Skim thro? the vale, and round the foreſt play. 


Then rouſe, fond Muſe : when Ugbrocke thus inſpires, 


No vulgar flame thy gen'rous boſom fires. 


Dare 
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Dare to be bold: thy arduous end to gain, 

As nature prompts, let judgment guide the ſtrain. 
Suit to the taſk thy lofty-ſounding voice, 

And by thy numbers vindicate thy choice. 

Where teeming Nature ſpreads ſuch richneſs round, 
And paints with ſuch variety the ground, 

Where nameleſs beauties crowd upon the fight; 
And charms unequal equally delight, 

The trains alike in uniſon ſhould flow, 

Not ſtiffly high or negligently low, 

But what thro? all invariably muſt pleaſe, 

With unaffected dignity and eaſe : 

Should, like the place, bold Nature's art combine, 
And art be nature ſtill in ev'ry line. 

Immortal thus ſhall royal VMindſor live, 

Poſleſs'd of all, that verſe and taſte can give. 
Unfading honours ſhall her foreſt crown, 

And pay the bard with what he gives, renown. 

In local merit, leſs does Ugbrooke ſhine, 

Or claim leſs favour from the vocal Nine ? 
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Here once great Dryden ſtray d: here crown'd with bays 


— 
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To liſt'ning nymphs he ſung his Mantuan lays. 


Bold as he ſung, he felt new raptures roll 
In ev'ry vein, and ſwell his glowing foul. 
Of woods and rocks the blended light and ſhade, | 
'The ſolemn grotto and romantic glade, 
The chequer'd landſcape and ſurrounding ſcenes 
Of waving foreſts, and immortal greens 
Taught his bright mind with brighter ſparks to glow, 
And his bold verſe in bolder ſtrains to flow, | 
At ev'ry ſtep, where'er he turn'd his eyes, 
Freſh charms he ſaw in quick ſucceſſion riſe ; 
Hills mixt with hills, as if by magic ſound, 


Start into form in ſweet diſorder round. 


Save, where judicious Art held Nature's hand, 
And ſingle trees in ſcatter'd beauty ſtand, 


Bold riſing woods ſtill crowded on his view, 
Clung to the rocks, and wonder'd how they grew. 


Hence 
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Hence thro? the whole a noble air is thrown, 


— 
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And Ugbroeke is for ſylvan grandeur known. 


Rouſed at the thought, the Muſe with ardour ran, 
Caught up her chorded lyre, and thus began. 


When Nature firſt traced out the vaſt deſign, 
And with her greater works bade Ugbrooke ſhine, 
In ſtile unuſual was the plan ſhe drew, 

At once to pleaſe and ſtrike with ſomething new. 
Amid the Beautiful we here behold, 

Each feature, as it roſe, is ſtrong and bold, 
Not indigeſted or confuſedly hurl'd, 

But fair-proportion'd, as th* harmonious world, 
The ſocial parts in one great view appear, 
That form a whole both wild and regular. 

To thoſe, who judge by ſtudied rules of art, 
And make the whole ſubſervient to a part, ; 

| Whoſe taſte the neat parterre and formal line 
Of flow'ring ſhrubs and cucling path confine, 


Ne 
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No ſeemly grace th' unpoliſh'd draught may ſhow : 


Tis not for them the great Sublime to know. 


Above the plain ſee hills on hills ariſe, 


New objects vary ſtill, and ſtill ſurpriſe. 

O'er cultured vales our eyes unbounded roam 

To wilds remote, and ftill confeſs their home. 

For no mark'd bounds the ſev'ral parts control, 
Hills, woods, and rocks, form one united Whole. 
Steep Haldon a ſable 10 ge extends, 


There Dart's high Torr in cloud-capt pomp aſcends. 
Around th' horiſon, broken and unev'n, | 
Dark mountains ſpread, and hide the bending heav'n. 
Quick as we move, they ſeemingly advance 


To meet our ſteps, and mingle in the dance ; 


Now ſideways join, now back diffuſedly ſlide 
In rugged groups, and o'er the vale divide, 


The lovely vale, diverſified with fields, 
Amid the waſte a pleaſing contraſt yields. 


There 


BE 
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There devious ſtreams their rapid tribute bring 
T' enrich the current of majeſtic Teign.* 
The Teign, collected in his wat'ry force, 
Between the mountains works his various courſe : 
Now clad with greens conceals his ſilent flood, 
Now ſkirts the mead, and dives within the wood : 
Then a on, and burſting into day, 
O' er rocky fragments rolls his waves away: 
But rolls not far, beſore he winds again, 
As loath to leave the faſcinating plain, 
When nobly flowing with a wider ſweep, 


He joins the tide, and ruſhes to the deep. 


Sleek lowing herds along his borders feed, 
Amidf his flocks the ſhepherd tunes his reed. 
Heart-choering gladneſs breathes in ev'ry gale, 
And induſtry with plenty ſtrows the vale. 

No democratic cry, no lawleſs roar 
Of raving Anarchy aſſails the ſhore. | 
5 No 
* Conmen)y pronounced Ting. | 
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No Gallic leveller's deteſted plan, 


No rude invader of the laws of man 


Here whets the ſteel, or lifts the murd'rous hand 

Of life or wealth to rob the peaceful land. 

But loyal ſhouts from ev'ry hamlet round, 

From ev'ry cot, and ev'ry tongue reſound: 

With hand and heart ſupport the royal throne, 

And in their Sovꝰreign's rights congratulate their own. 
Teignton and Kerfwell firſt in order riſe, 

Their chalky turrets gleaming thro? the ſkies. 

Kings there, *tis ſung, once ſtrove for martial fame ; 

Each village till retains the kingly nate.“ 

Next lofty Hennock crowns the mountain's height, 

Here 1///ngton and Bowey greet our ſight, 

There Denbury + unfolds his camp, his wood ; 


His hills and recks, diſtain'd with Daniſh blood. 


* Kingſteignton and Kingſkerſwell. 


. 
+ Seat of Thomas Taylor, Eſq, 


Here 
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Here Highweetk's tow'r, the ſailor's landmark ſtands, 
There Creftow's rock the boſky vale commands. 


The heath e'en ſhines, and with expenſive toil 
Improving Stover “ clothes th' ungrateful ſoil. 

Here Whiteway+ peeps, there pleaſant [ngsdon; ſmiles, 
While Brent's dim Torr our wand'ring eye beguiles. 
Here ſcreen'd from ſtorms and blaſts of wintry ſkies, 
In the deep ſhade ſequeſter'd 1deford lies: 

And here our ſteps inviting Chadleigh leads 

Thro' flow'ry fields and ever-blooming meads. 


Here Lewel-woods with Ugbroeke hills unite, 
How rich, how full, how prominent and bright! 
Soft purling ſtreams in wild meanders flow, 

And ſhelt'ring groves forbid the ſtorm to blow. 
In contraſt with the ſmiling Villa's grace, 
A rock there ſtands, the guardian of the place. 


* Seat of James Templar, Eſq. 
| + Seat of Montagu Edmund Parker, Eſq. 
1 Seat of Charles Hale, Eſq. 
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With frowaing front he ſeems to threat the ſky, 
As from his ſide the marble fragments fly. 
His unccuth ſhape, by age and tempeſts torn, 
Lodſe-pendent ſhrubs and ſhaggy weeds adorn. 
On his high cliffs the browſing flocks appear 
To ſhrink within the clouds, and feed in air, 
While preſſing thro* the mazes of his wood, 
Cloſe at his feet deſcends the foaming flood. 
Waked Echo hears the ruſhing waters bound, 


And from her cave returns the ruſhing ſound. 


With bolder notes now raiſe the tuneful ſong, 
To bolder ſcenes more tuneful notes belong. 
Not nodding Pelion with his ſylvan hoft, 
Nor Ida's ſelf a prouder ſight can boaſt, 
Than what yon Mount,* with foreſt honours crown'd, 


Exhibits to his kindred mountains round. 


* Mount-Pleaſant, within the Park. 


There 
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There thriving elms and aſh diſpute the prize 
With fturdier oaks, that brave the flormy ſkies. 
Their ſpreading limbs with rich luxuriance bend, 
Above the clouds their ſtately heads aſcend. 
Sweet-ſcenting limes a ſofter hue diſplay, 

And balmy firs perfume the dawn of day. 

There, brought from Lebanon, the cedar ſhines, 
Tranſalpine poplars, cheſnut, planes, and pines, 
Broad-branching beech, and larch with ſpiry pride, 
O'er a vaſt tribe of vulgar trees preſide. 

Now bow'ring greens their woven ſhades unite, 
That ſcarce admit the glimm'ring ſtreaks of light. 
Now op'ning glades diſcloſe the puzzled.way, 

And cheer the proſpect with a blaze of day. 

Thro? ſhapeleſs boughs we catch th* expanding view, 
Thro' ev*ry change the varying ſcene purſue ; 

Each growing charm with eager look explore, 

And ſcan with'freſh delight each feature o'er. 
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Not ſo in ancient days appear'd the land, 
When Daniſh rovers raſh'd on Teingmouth's ſtrand. 
Then on theſe hills were new encampments“ ſeen, 
And threat'ning lances gleam'd along the green. 


The rampart here ftill undemoliſh'd ſtands, 


The platform there the valley ſtill commands, 
The mould'ring ontwork ſtill its creſcent ſhows, 
Here ſunk the ditch, and there the caftle roſe. 


Where Danes once ſlaked their thirſt, here weeps the rill 


In gentle murmars ſtealing down the hill. 

Then were Britannis's brighter days ofercaſt, 
Her towns a ruin, and her fields a waſte. 

Her plunder'd ſwains, untrain'd to war's alarms, 
Nor taught the ſeats and exerciſe of arms, 


. To lonely deſerts from their hamlets fled, 


Or with their laughter'd teems defenceleſs bled, 


At length immortal Alfred raiſed his hand 
To ſnatch from bondage freedom's native land. 


* Daniſh camp in the park. 
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Aloft in air the royal banner flew, 

And round their Prince a hoſt of heroes drew. 
Arm'd for their country's good, along they preſs'd ; 
With thirſt of glory panted ev'ry breaſt, 

Swift as the bird of cloud-compelling Jove, 

Upon the foe reſiſtleſs Alfred drove, 

And bade the battle bleed. Keen flaſhes fly 
From his broad ſteel ; in heaps the vanquiſh'd die. 
On Haldon hill by his avenging ſword, 

Himſelf a hoſt, fell Denmar#'s ſwarthy Lord. 
Fierce as he fell, he rued the fatal wound, 
Grinn'd in the pangs of death, and bit the ground. 
From him the Down“ derives its vulgar name, 
The laſting monument of Denmark's ſhame. 

To face the fight then Danes preſumed no more, 
But fled the field, and ſought the Baltic ſhore. 


Thus when the winds ruſh'd from Zolia's plain 


To wreck Eneas in the ſtormy main, 


* Hall-down commonly called Haldon. 
C | Pale 
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Pale Troans ſaw the gath'ring wget ſweep 
Acroſs the ſky, and ſettle on the deep. 

The clouds now burſt, now from the kindling pole 
Red lightnings flaſh, and angry thunders roll. 
Indignant Neptune heard the ſurges roar, 

And in huge mountains break upon the ſhore. 
Then calmly riſing from the ruffled flood, 

As round his car the ſea-born Tritons ſtood, 

With ſtern rebuke he bade the tumult ceaſe, 

Fly, winds, he cried; they fled, and all was peace. 
So fell the war. Britannia ſmiled to ſee 

Her King triumphant, and her people free: 
Herſelf revered by all the nations round, 


Alike for commerce as in arms renown'd. 


But hark ! what pealing ſhouts the foreſt cheer ? 
The fancied ſound Kill vibrates on the ear. 
Lo! where the Danes had raiſed the hoſtile mound, 
Victorious Britons, now with laurel crown'd, 
Their 
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Their joyous pæans in loud chorus ſing; 


The woods, the rocks, and hollow mountains ring. 


Borne on the winds exulting pzans riſe, 

And float in ſwelling triumph to the ſkies. 

With conſcious warmth each hero's boſom glows, 
And down his cheek the filent tranſport flows. 

In tranſport loſt each ſoldier had by chance 
Around th' intrenchment fix'd his pointed lance : 
The lance with muſic animated grew, 

Off from its ſpear the poliſh'd metal flew. 

Now ſtrange to tell, quick ſtrikes the fibrous root, 
While high in air the ſpreading branches ſhoot. 
The ſmooth round trunk enclofing bark confines, 
And in full bloom the burſting foliage ſhines. 
Thus, where a hoſt of martial lances ſtood, 

In oval ſhape now ſtands the marſhalFd wood. 


Hail, ſacred ſhades, the Muſe's ſoft retreat, 
The haunt of Wiſdom, and the Graces feat, 
| C 2 Your 
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Your gueſt for life a friendly Bard receive; 
*Tis all he aſks ; O grant, if not, forgive. 


Here let him ſing his unambitious lays, 


Here ſteal thro? life, here cloſe his peaceful days. 
So ſhall no ſlaught'ring ax, with ſtroke profane, 
Aſſault the honours of your ſylvan reign. 

The trees, by luckleſs fate condemn'd to fall, 
From other hills let guilty gameſters call ; 

Of yours not one the rueful die ſhall mourn, 


Nor from its ſtation be ignobly borne. 


The great, the gay, now wild and thoughtleſs grown, 


May whirl thro? all the follies of the town, 
From plays to routs, from routs to maſquerades, 
Turn night to day, and day to midnight ſhades. 
But there life's pureſt joys they ne'er will know, 
Such as theſe flow'ry ſylvan ſcenes beſtow. 
Unenvied let the Virtuoſi prize 

Their birds, their inſets, grubs and butterflies ; 


Bid 


1 
Bid lifeleſs forms in dainty order lie, 
And with ſtuff d mummies feed the taſteleſs eye. 


Here life itſelf more ſprightly decks the day, 
When on the lawn the hare and pheaſant play, 

Or when the deer, exulting with a bound, 

Darts thro? the glade, and ſprings along the ground. 


O' er mouldy buſts let Antiquaries pore, 
Of urns and coins the ſacred ruſt adore ; 
Change ſcores of George's for one Os ho's face, 
And learnedly enjoy the precious braſs, 

Of ancient honours here, of long-lived fame 
More modern marks our better homage claim. 
Theſe rev'rend hills, with aged foreſts crown'd, 
Theſe groves, this ſylvan majeſty around, 

Of ſage progenitors to ſons unborn 


Shall mark the ſeat, and fill the ſeat adorn. 


C 3 This 
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This is the ſeat famed C/iford*® once admired, 
*Twas here, too wiſe for ſtate, he once retired. 
Clifford, unawed by intereſt or fear, 

Hypocriſy's falſe garb diſdain'd to wear. 

No ſlave to party or the fickle crowd, 

The ſchemes he plann'd, he publicly avow'd. 
Friend to his King, by principle was juſt, | 
Inflexible and ſteady to his truſt. 

But when to private pique, and each vile end 
The public weal was baſely made to bend, 
When Honeſty no more approach'd the throne, 
Nor Loyalty her ſentiments could own, 

When to be great, men were no longer good, 
And careleſs Charles went headlong with the flood, 
Then the much-injured Treaſurer withdrew, 


Aſtrea- like, nor courts nor courtiers knew. 


Lord HighTreaſurer Clifford. See his character in Macpherſon, 
Vol, 1. 


Let 
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Let ſpeculative Sages range the ſphere 
Of heav'nly orbs, and trace the changing year 
Fix motion's laws, explain attraction's force, 
The cauſe of thunder and the lightning's courſe ; 
Say, round the lazy poles if oceans flow, 
Or lands lie buried in eternal ſnow ; 
Tell, why the tides reſpe& their ſandy bound, 
And fear to treſpaſs on forbidden ground. 
"Tis yours, my Lord, to form the rural ſeat, 
And add new luftre to your own retreat, 
To model with the Genius of the place 
Each leading feature, each ſpontaneous grace, 
To ſhade the hill, to ſcoop or ſwell the green, 
And break with wild diverſities the ſcene. 
For as you plan, the Genius ſtill preſides, 
Dire&s each ſtrake, and each improvement guides. 
Hence thro? the whole, irregularly great, 
Nature and Art the wondrous work complete; 
In all ſa true, ſo unperceived the ſkill, 
That nature modified is nature ſtill. 

C 4 Obſequious 


[ 24 ] 

Ob less rills unite their liquid ſtore, 
And fiſhes ſport, where vipers lurk'd before. 
Diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt a fountain flows, 
That has no equal, and no rival knows. 

A marble rock its copious ſtream ſupplies, 
Thence ſprings its ſource, and there its treaſure lies. 
A concave form the ſhelving ſides betray, 

And crowding trees exclude the ſolar ray. 

Hence let Arcturus drench the hills with rain, 

Or fiery Cancer parch with drought the plain, 

The limpid well an even current pours, 


By ſuns not heated, nor diſtain'd by ſhow'rs, 
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Along the vale, adorn'd with lawn and wood, 
Now winds the deep, the wide - extended flood. 
Clear as the wave of Torr's tranſparent bay, 
When dazzling ſunbeams on its ſurface play, 

The ſmooth expanſe reflects a floating gleam 
Of verdant ſlopes, that paint the lucid ſtream. 
Where 
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Where once they grazed, the wond'ring deer deſcry 
Inverted tow'rs, that meet the downward ſky : 
Then trembling ſtart with wild ſurpriſe to hear 
New ſounds of water ruſhing on their ear. 

Spent in the windings of the ſkirting grove, 

The ling'ring current ſcarcely ſeems to move, 
When lo! abruptly from the rocky ſteep 
Headlong it falls, and daſhes down the deep. 


From crag to crag the tumbling waters bound, 
And foam, and fret, and whirl their eddies round, 
'Till by degrees in milder falls they play, 
And in ſoft whiſpers gently glide away. 

Luxuriant oaks, by wanton nature bred, 


Along the banks their waving honours ſpread. 


Now pleaſed we turn, and ſee the Manſion riſe 
With battlements and tow'rs, that emulate the ſkies ; 
In ſtile and plan fo fitted to the place, 

That each on each reflects a ſiſter grace. 
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Let loud Pompe/o puff his villa's coſt, 

And brag the ſums magnificently loſt : 

No pompous littleneſs theſe ſtructures know, 
Nor pile up vain extravagance for ſhow. 


Altho' no heaps of glittering expence 

Our pride here flatter, or miſlead our ſenſe, 
Altho' the wall no crowded paintings hide, 
And no Sir Joſhua ſtands by Lely's* fide ; 
Altho? no colours on the canvaſs glow, 

But what a Fan Dyke,+ or a Titiant ſhow, 
A Lint, F a Ruben, ¶ or a Guide's © ſtile, 

Or Gentile/chi “ in the Yirgin's ſmile ;_ 
Altho' no figures load the ceiling's weight, 
Nor gorgeous columns prop its falling height, 


A portrait of Lord Treaſurer Clifford by Sir Peter Lely. 
+ A picture of the Tribute Money. 

t The Adultreſs Woman and a Magdalen. 

& A picture of the Little Children by Peter Van Lint. 

A picture of the Virgin and Child. | 

q] A Magdalen. 

* A picture of the Holy Family. 
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Vet ſtill there is, what more our judgment charms. 
Tis taſte, tis manly elegance, that warms 
And dignifies the whole. Thus roſe the plan, 


Thus Adams modell'd what you firſt began. 


No more let Phrygia boaſt her needle's grace, 
Nor beds of ſtate in 7yrian colours trace; 
But here her {kill and all her art forego, 
Here gaze with envy or with rapture glow. 
See,® on the ſilken ground how Flora pours 
Her various dies and opulence of flow'rs ; 
How, blended with the foliage of the roſe 
And rich carnation, the ſtreak'd tulip blows. 
The downy peach and curling vine appear 
With all the treaſures of the purple year. 
Poiſed on her velvet plumes of vivid green, 
The Paroquet enlivens here the ſcene ; 


With half-expanded wing there fits the Dove 
In rifing attitude; intent above 


* The Rate bed. 
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She turns her eye, where on extended wings 
Thro' fields of air her lively conſort ſprings. 
With yellow creſts. the Cockatoos unfold 

Their milky plumage, ſtain'd with tints of gold. 
Here freſh as life in all their glory dreſt, 

The bold Maccaws diſplay the ſcarlet breaſt, 
The painted neck of variegated hue, 


— 
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And gloſſy wings of bright cerulean blue. 


This graceful Verfolt's e ſkill alone could teach, 
This ſuch is fate, no other hand ſhall reach. 
This, the rich emblem of her noble mind, 
For Norfull's heir the traced, at once deſign'd 
A monument of taſte: Alaſs, how vain 
Are oft our ſchemes, how mixt with ſeeds of pain 
Are half our joys ! In life no ſooner known, 
But, as a lily cut untimely down, 
Howard + was ſnatch'd away. With him expired 
My hope, ſhe ſaid, and all I once defired. 


* Maria, Dutcheſs of N folk. 
+ Edward Howard, Eſq. ſon of the Hon. Philip Howard by 
his ſecond wife, the ſiſter of her Grace of Norfolk. 
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In him kind Heav'n had ev'ry gift combin'd, 
That forms the heart, and trains the virtuous mind. 
Howard-—a name ſtill ſad, yet ever dear 

And at the name out guſh'd the big round tear : 

O Cliford, now my ſecond hope, receive 

This laſt beſt pledge Maria's hand can give. 

So ſhall I ſmile, howe'er by fortune croſt, 

In you to find the work has not been loft, 


She ſaid : and Ugbrooke to his ſplendid tore 
Added this one unequall'd treaſure more. | 
Th aſſenting Genius ſmiled, was glad to ſee 
Art ſtill with nature vie, and ſtill agree. 
Alike in all thus Art and Nature grace 
With neat, with rich ſimplicity the place. 


No ſtiff formality, no noiſe or ſtrife 

Here cloud the day, or damp the joys of life. 
Each cheerful morn, with eaſe and plenty ſtored, 
Spreads for each welcome gueſt the friendly board. 
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But Pity feels, and comforts the diſtreſs'd : 
Supports pale Sickneſs on her bed of grief, 
Prepares the med'cine and imparts relief : 

1' helpleſs Age and Want divides the bread, 
And bids Deſpondence raiſe her drooping head. 


Thanks to the hand, from whence ſuch bounties flow, 


With heart-felt joy the grateful Poor beſtow. 
Hence on the noble Pair in ſhow'rs deſcend 
The pureſt bleſſings Heav'n itſelf can ſend. 
Domeſtic virtues in fair order move, 
Connubial faith, and harmony and love. 
Hence of celeſtial Pow'rs the fav'rite care, 
May all their offspring all thoſe bleſſings ſhare ! | 
May to their own their Parents virtues join, 
And with new luſtre ſwell the Clifford line 


Blithe as the mora, and as Narcif/as fair, 
In bloom of youth behold the rifing Heir / 


— 
No plaintive ſigh heaves from the ſorrow'd breaſt, 
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In converſe gay, ia ſeatiment refined, 
In manners courteous, friend to all mankind. 
That ſprightly life, which ſparkles in his eye, 
That captivating air—ſoon, ſoon muſt die. 


Beſide his coach in vain his Conyort kneels, 
Conſoles his pains, and ev'ry forrow feels. 
With many an anxious thought, and many a figh, 
Thro' all the changes of a foreign ſky, 
By love, by friendſhip, and by duty led, 
For him ſhe had from ev'ry comfort fled, 
For him had fought, what titles, honours, wealth 
Could ne'er command, the firſt of bleſings, health: 
Till worn and ſpent, and lab'ring now for breath, 
| She ſees him faiating in the arms of death. 
No help, no friend, no confident is near 
To ſooth her grief or catch the falling tear. 
As a tall poppy, when o'ercharged with rain, 
Bends drooping down, and ſinks upon the plain, 
So ſunk the Peer—in life to ſhine no more, 
Conſign'd to duſt on Munich's diftant ſhore. 

| There 
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There while he ſleeps, let hallow'd tapers burn, 
And Angels watch around his ſculptured urn - 


From the ſtill ſhade of ſweet domeſtic life, 
Unknown to envy and ambitious ſtrife, 
Now firſt in rank ſteps forth the ſecond Sor | 
To finiſh what his active Sire begun. | 
With him a Nymph * of Wardour's princely dome 
To fix the Graces in their ancient home 
His pleaſing Confort comes: their joy, their care 
A blooming Offipring crowns the happy Pair. 
Away our ſorrows at the proſpect fly, 
And bright'ning tranſports beam in ev'ry eye. 
Reviving Ugbrooke caſts his broken plumes, 
His former ſtate and dignity reſumes, 


* The daughter of Lord Arundell of Wardour. 


